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hotel, with the promise of a bullet through his head if he
' got tired.'

By this time the inhabitants of the little town were aware of
the extraordinary incidents taking place  in their midst, but
none of them were bold enough to lay siege to the hotel, which
had now become  the bushrangers*   stronghold.     Meanwhile
Mrs. Robinson and her cook were released from the dining-room
to prepare a first-class dinner for ' the gentlemen.'   ' Do your
best, and we'll pay,' said Johnnie Gilbert genially.    For three
days  the bushrangers held   the   town   of  Canowindra, and
passed what they considered a very enjoyable time at the
Robinson Hotel.    The prisoners,  glum as they had been at
first,  and still a little nervous of these * merry men' with
loaded revolvers, made the best of the situation, and entered
into the humour of it.    One  of  the  bullock-drivers had a
concertina, and the bushrangers gave a selection of songs with
great gusto, the company joining in the chorus.   Then a dance
was arranged, followed by various kinds of games.   At night
the women and children were allowed to go to bed, but the
men had to sleep with their heads on the dining-room table,
while the bushrangers took short naps turn and turn about.
On the third day three of the gentlemen prisoners earnestly
begged to be liberated as the river was in flood, and they were
very anxious about their cattle.    The bushrangers held a con-
sultation  on  the  subject,  and  eventually agreed  that their
request was a fair one.    Doubtless, also, they had had enough
of their ' spree,' and thought the game had lasted long enough.
So the prisoners were liberated, and, settling up for everything
in a handsome way, the bushrangers rode off from Canowindra
in excellent  spirits.    For a long time the  ruffians   evaded
every attempt at capture, but one night, after holding up a mail-
coach, Johnnie Gilbert was followed by the police to a farm-
house.    He fought desperately for dear life, but eventually he
was shot down, and thus died, after an extraordinary number
"of wild adventures, when still only twenty-three years of age,
Ben Hall, his confederate, was killed some time afterwards